CALL  NO  MAN HAPPY

austerity, but we lived there, she and I, beneath the constant menace
of Things Not Said. Mute monsters floated invisibly amid our vases
of flowers and our shelves of books. My family surrounded us with
melancholy reticences and unexpressed reservations. There were
days on which Janine felt herself blamed without knowing why,
and on these occasions I would say to her that to question my
parents about it was inconceivable., Repression, which in the
Freudian doctrine serves principally to conceal impulses of sensuality,
in our household also hid shades of feeling, wounded pride and con-
flicting ideas. Nothing was openly expressed and for that reason
everything took on a disproportionate importance. Experience was
to show the dangers of this attitude. Nature too long compressed
ends by bursting the bonds imposed upon it. For a long time I
believed in the virtues of silence; I have now come to understand
the liberating virtues of confession.

Luckily for Janine there was the trip to Paris that came each week
to break the hold of Elbeuf and the monotony of our recluse life.
I now stayed there two days in addition to Sunday, and we decided
to rent a more comfortable apartment than my bachelor quarters
in Trinity Place; we found one in the Rue Ampere that was new
and furnished with taste; and of this Janine made 'a thing of beauty'.
At this time we knew no one at all in Paris. I had a strong affection
for my mother's family and I found a subject worthy of Dickens or
the Brontes in the four sisters who, at the age of fifty, came every
day dressed in black to sit for hours around their seventy-year-old
mother in the drawing-room in the Rue de Tocqucville like almost
silent statues of filial devotion, happy to waste silently away amid
the family heirlooms. But if I admired the vigour of my grand-
mother *s mind, her unimpaired memory, her sane and lively judg-
ments on Gide, Romain Rolland, Anatole France, and the pro-
digious prestige which she retained in the eyes of three generations,,
I perceived that Janine was horribly bored by these collective medi-
tations in the Rue de TocqueviUe, and I rarely took her there. As
for my clients, I was seeing them all day and had no wish to meet
them agah> socially. And so actually we were very much alone,
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